THE STEEL GLAS.

And thus (my Lord) I Hue a weary life,

Not as I feemd, a man fometimes of might,     this

But womanlike, whofe teares mufl venge hir

harms.                                                                Progne anri

And yet, euen as the mighty gods did daine PMomele-
For Philomele, that thoughe hir tong were cutte,
Yet mould me fmg a pleafant note fometimes :
So haue they deignd, by their deuine decrees,
That with the flumps of my reproued tong,
I may fometimes, Reprouers deedes reproue,
And fmg a verfe, to make them fee themfelues.

Then thus I fmg, this felly fong by night,
Like Phylomene> fmce that the mining Sunne
Is how eclypfl, which wont to lend me light

And thus I ling, in corner clofely cowcht
Like PhUomene^ fmce that the flately cowrts,
Are now no place, for fuch poore byrds as I.

And thus I fmg, with pricke against my brest,
Like Philomene, fince that the priuy worme,
Which makes me fee myreckles youth mifpent,
May well fuffife, to keepe rrje waking ftill.

And thus I fmg, when pleafant fpring begins,
Like Philomene, fmce euery ianglyng byrd,
Which fqueaketh loude, ftiall neuer triumph fo,
As though my muze were mute and durfl not fmg.

And thus I fmg, with harmeleffe true intent,
Like Philomene, when as percafe (meane while)
The Cuckowe fuckes mine eggs by foule deceit,
And lickes the fweet, which might haue fed me firft.

And thus I meane, in mournfull wife to fmg,
A rare conceit, (God graunt it like my Lorde)
A truftie tune, from auncient clyffes conueyed,
A playne fong note, which cannot warble well